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	1. Prologue

Prologue

_**Only those who are lost have anything to fight for…**_

And she is lost. No, not physically. Emotionally.

There is nothing left of Wish but a body and a confused heart. Her mind's buried in madness. Her dreams are more like reality like reality is. And yet she keeps going. Because she does have something to fight for.

She's older now. Fully grown. She can hunt for herself, she can fend for herself. But she feels like she's got no purpose. And she's about to find one. Another loner's told her about Clans. Warriors, caring for each other, fighting for each other. It seems like the life she craves.

She can't live up to being the final wish of her family, what they named her for, if she just dies without putting up a fight. And fight she will.


	2. Chapter One

Chapter One

When Mistypaw was a kit, she wasn't playful like the others. For her age, she was quite serious. She may have had more energy and attitude than all of the other kits in the nursery combined, but she didn't _play. _Her littermates would beg her to come play hide and seek or pounce on a dead mouse almost daily, and she had refused them almost daily. They had once asked her why, but she didn't have a reason. Not the expected 'playing is for babies' excuse that kits often started to use around five moons old. She just didn't _like_ to play, and that was that.

It was hardly like she had sat around all day either though. A lot of her kithood was spent pacing the nursery, until the Clan leader, Silverstar, had finally given up on keeping a kitten like her inside, and took her outside at night when everyone was asleep.

"It'll be our little secret," Silverstar had told her, and their secret it remained. They went out running on the moor every night, and the Clan leader had even taught Mistykit how to swim. Surprisingly, she enjoyed the water, though it was unusual for any cat, let alone one from EarthClan.

One leaf-bare night, when it was too cold to go out, Mistykit had relaxed in her warm moss bed, hoping to get some much-needed rest, until she heard loud mews of angry kits on the other side of the nursery. Dewkit and Dawnkit, Mistykit's littermates, were arguing with the other two kits in the nursery, brothers Shadowkit and Ravenkit.

Mistykit had dashed over at once; she couldn't stand other cats arguing, especially if they were her sisters.

"What's this about?" she demanded. "You know, some of us are trying to get to sleep. Or do I need to explain what sleep is?"

"It's them!" Dewkit had hissed back, jerking her head toward Ravenkit and Shadowkit.

"Dewkit," Dawnkit had sighed. "They aren't doing anything wrong! How many times have I told you?"

"Oh, shut up, Dawnkit. You never saw the way Shadowkit was taunting me earlier." Dewkit put on a face and imitated Shadowkit. "_We're _going to be apprentices tomorrow, kit," she'd mewed.

Mistykit couldn't help it then, she laughed. Shadowkit had glared at her, and she shrugged it off.

"Will you shut your mouth for once? Offending a cat's not cool, Shadowkit. Younger or otherwise. What's it going to do you good in the end? Besides, I really don't want to take away your pride by beating you up, but I will if you're mean to my sisters again."

Shadowkit had scowled. "I bet I could take you, _kit_." he hissed. Mistykit had simply shrugged. "Challenge accepted." she responded. Shadowkit had then bared his teeth and leapt on top of the silver she-kit. But before he could even touch her, she had kicked aside his back leg, causing him to lose his balance and go flying into the nursery wall. She'd licked her paw then, just to emphasize how easy it was for her to throw him around.

Ravenkit, Dawnkit, and Dewkit had stared at Mistykit in astonishment, eyes wide and mouths open. She had just sighed. "Why does everyone get so surprised when I use that move? It's not that hard to learn; Sandpaw and Snowpaw taught us, remember?

"Yeah…" Ravenkit had murmured. _But she pulled it off so flawlessly, like she'd been doing it for years, and I'd bet a hundred lifetimes there's not another cat in this Clan who could literally throw someone around._

Mistykit didn't seem to notice, or care, for that matter, but Ravenkit developed feelings for her. At first it was just a bit of affection, a kithood crush at the most. Little did he know how much it would change his life later on.

Mistykit, however, just continued to live in her own little world, behind her bright blue eyes. Enjoying being a kit, until the time came to grow up.

Now, Mistypaw was crouching beside a dying Silverstar, her normally sleek pelt now ruffled and coated in blood.

The Clan leader looked up at Mistypaw, her unusual blue eyes shifting from side to side. The younger she-cat lifted a trembling paw, and placed it on Silverstar's side, letting a tear slip over her silver cheek. She didn't scream, she didn't beg for Silverstar to stay awake, as a normal cat might have. Instead, she remained silent, staring at the face of a bleeding cat.

Silverstar's eyes began to fall closed, but she forced them open, quickly, and opened her mouth.

"Shhh… don't try to speak…" Mistypaw protested, but the dying leader ignored her.

"Don't worry. It's not like I'm going to fall away. I'll be here…" Her gaze drifted momentarily to the stars, and then she closed her eyes.

"Yes, you'll be in SpiritClan," Mistypaw replied.

Silverstar opened her eyes fiercely, suddenly seeming angry. "No!" she hissed. Then her voice softened. "SpiritClan won't help you, Mistypaw. They're living a lie. We all are…"

The dying she-cat glanced at the stars again, spilling a tear, and then let her eyelids fall. Her breathing slowed, and then stopped, but Mistypaw didn't cry, she didn't bury her nose in her leader's fur- she took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and turned away.

_Goodbye… _

Grief clung to Mistypaw, but she also felt confused. _They're living a lie. We all are. _

What was that supposed to mean?

Her thoughts were interrupted, though, by a pale dappled she-cat. _Mooncloud! _The EarthClan deputy darted over to Mistypaw, and gasped at the sight of Silverstar.

"What happened to her? You took forever- we were getting worried… and then when we couldn't find the cats at the Flower Hollow-"

"I don't know exactly what was going on…" Mistypaw stared at her paws. "There was a cat. He smelled like StormClan, but I don't know his name… anyway, none of the Clans arrived. The moon was already beginning to set… and this cat came… told us something about red eyes, and stars… I couldn't understand it. But Silverstar just looked him in the eye. It was strange. She seemed- sad. And then… he slit her throat…"

"But she was a leader! She had nine lives! How could this happen?"

The silver apprentice closed her eyes. "I don't know, Mooncloud."

The deputy sighed, and touched her nose to the dead she-cat's face.

She did not shed a tear, but Mistypaw sensed that she was fighting the urge to cry.

Mooncloud stood up, and shook her head. "We need to get back to the camp. Will you help me carry her?"

Mistypaw dipped her head. "Of course, Mooncloud," she replied.

Mooncloud closed her eyes. "May she find peace in SpiritClan."

_But she won't…_ Mistypaw thought.

_They're living a lie. We all are..._


	3. Chapter Two

Chapter 2

It had been six moons since Silverstar's death. Mistypaw and her sisters had received their warrior names four moons ago, and were now known as Mistystream, Dawnpool, and Dewflower. Mooncloud had gotten her nine lives from SpiritClan. The Clan was well.

But Mistystream wasn't. Somehow, she just couldn't seem to heal. And she was haunted, every night.

Until one day, when she was out hunting alone. She'd caught a couple of mice and had buried them under a clump of heather. She started to head in the direction of the Glistening Stream… but when she reached it, she caught sight of a dark grey she-cat standing there, sipping the clear water.

Mistystream was about to yell at the rogue to get out of EarthClan territory, maybe chase her or claw her, but the grey cat looked up, and she was struck by the rogue's familiar blue eyes. Unusually bright, with a slight green tint. Not eyes a cat would see every day.

_Like mine…_

And suddenly, Mistystream couldn't find the words to yell at her anymore. There was something about this cat that she needed to know, and she needed to know immediately.

"Who are you?" she asked slowly.

The rogue cat blinked. "Well, if you're asking for my name, it's Rainshadow, but that's not who I _am. _I'm a hidden, confused spirit. Sorry. I guess you don't understand that."

But she _did _understand, somehow. And stranger still, this rogue had a Clan name. _Rainshadow. _

"I'm Mistystream. An average Clan cat."

Rainshadow studied Mistystream's eyes. "But you're not _really._ They think they know you, but they don't. No one does. No one will ever, _ever _know."

Mistystream stared at this mysterious she-cat. She was right. No one would ever understand.

But Rainshadow did, in a way. How?

Yet, she also somehow understood Rainshadow. She was made of loss. Always puzzled. Why was that?

Her train of thought was interrupted by Rainshadow. "You said you were a Clan cat, right?"

"Yes…" Mistystream replied. "Why?"

"My mother and my sister and I were Clan cats once. My father's probably still a Clan cat. Or dead. Who knows?"

Now this was some information. "What happened?"

"My mother got some kind of prophecy, and she took me and my sister away so the three of us could live in the bordering forest together. She said it would only be for a little while. But she got hit by a monster while we were crossing the Thunderpath. She died, and my sister did too."

"Oh. I'm so sorry."

"Yeah. Well, you'd think I'd have healed by now. I was just a moon old. But I remember it clearly and I just can't let go."

"I know what that feels like." Mistystream mewed sadly. "My Clan leader Silverstar died six moons ago. I don't know why, I've just always had a special connection with her. She understood me when no one else did. And then she died. Some StormClan cat killed her. We still don't know why."

Rainshadow looked down. "What Clan are you from? I came from StormClan."

"Earth. But I don't like tunnels that much. Just running. And swimming, which is strange, because I'm not a RippleClan cat."

"Oh."

The two stood in silence for a while, and then Rainshadow spoke up.

"Take me with you."

Mistystream tipped her head to one side. "Take you where?"

"Back to the Clan. I've had a lonely life. I'd like living in a Clan again."

Mistystream, who was loyal to the end, had doubts. "I don't think they'll accept you."

"Please try."

"Fine." Mistystream looked at Rainshadow's eyes again. _What is going on?_

And as if the dark grey cat could read her mind, she responded: "I'm not sure. But I think everything is about to change."


End file.
